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It is the usual fate of those who try to put a little
common sense into their fellow-men."

"Well, and I shall, at all events, go off and give
them my mind on the matter; though I suppose (with
ar glance at Grace) I can't expect to be heard where
Miss Harvey has not been."

"Oh, my lord," cried Grace, "if you would but

speak------" And there she stopped; for was it her

place to tell him his duty *? No doubt he had wiser
people than her to counsel him.

But the moment the party left the school, Grace
dropped into her chair; her head fell on the table,
and she burst into an agony of weeping, which brought
the whole school round her.

" Oh, my darlings ! my darlings!" cried she at last,
looking up, and clasping them to her by twos and
threes; "Is there no way of saving you? No way!
Then we must make the more haste to be good, and
be all ready when Jesus comes to take us." And
shaking off her passion with one strong effort, she
began teaching those children as she had never taught
them before, with a voice, a look, as of Stephen him-
self when he saw the heavens opened.

For that burst of weeping was the one single over-
flow of long pent passion, disappointment, and shame.

She had tried, indeed. Ever since Tom's conversa-
tion and Frank's sermon had poured in a flood of new
light on the meaning of epidemics, and bodily misery,
and death itself, she had been working as only she
could work; exhorting, explaining, coaxing, warning,